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Loved? 


Author's Notes: 
Not sure if | wanna continue this whole bit, but I'll try to work on a second chapter for you lot. Just to 


clarify, this story takes place in 1986, two years after Rick's accident. 


(Rose's POV) 


Why of all nights did Rooney pick tonight to go, as she called it, "man hunting"? Rose was not a people person, 
therefore she didn't like to go out to the clubs and to parties. Her best friend was the complete opposite, 
Rooney loved the attention. She loved showing just a bit more skin and talking just a bit more loudly than the 
average person. And she loves loves loves the effect she has on the male population, and she knows what gets 


them too. 


Some people may describe her as being an attention whore, but Rose has learned to look past her dear friend's 
concerning ways. Besides who cares if you want to shag a random bloke, that shouldn't be an issue. 


Rose has come to terms with being single, she wasn't looking for a relationship. 


Rooney thought she would take her out and find her a man for the night, Rose questioned this a bit before 
finally giving in to her friend's constant badgering. According to Rooney she is ‘grumpy’ and ‘lonely’ and she 
needs some male attention, Rose disagreed but went along with it in the end, mean why not? 


As they arrived at the club, Rooney almost immediately had a man hooked around her waist, fingers playing 
with the hem of her tight tube top. She playfully ran her fingers through his hair and glanced back towards 
Rose. “Sorry, do you mind?" she mouthed to Rose. Rose knew this would happen, she would be forced to endure 
yet another social outing by herself because Rooney had to ditch her every time for a useless shag. 


Rose nodded and waved her off rolling her green eyes. Rooney, pleased with the permission given, dragged the 
bloke into a random booth to do god knows what. 


Rose, now alone noticed a man staring at her. She contemplated telling him off, and storming out of the god 
awful club, but decided to ignore him. She realized that acting out of a fit of rage probably wouldn't be the 
best idea. 

Calling the bartender over she ordered a shot quickly gulping it down, the bitter taste burning her throat. 


Where the hell is Rooney? 


Why Me? 


Author's Notes: 
So just to clarify, this story takes place in 986 two years after Rick's accident. 
Oh and updates will probably come slow, | broke my phone and | rarely have access to a computer. 


Sorry, | hope you all enjoy this story so far. 


(Rose's POV) 


Rose looked over and noticed that the man was still looking at her. This guy was really starting to creep Rose 
out, she had moved over a couple stools to add some distance in between them, but he just kept following her. 


What is his deal? 


She turned to face him. "Can | help you?" Rose asked with a hint of impatience in her voice. He turned his head 
towards her and smiled, laughing a bit. "Well, for starters I'm terribly sorry for being a bit of a creep, that 
was strictly just to get your attention. Anyway my name's Joe and | was wondering if you had any plans for 
the remainder of the evening.” He asked sitting up straight while scratching the back of his neck. 


Rose was confused, he seems so polite yet creepy at the same time. What does he mean? "Um, | don't know 
how to respond to that, | don't know what you mean" she stuttered out. He giggled a bit, "Do you have any 
plans for the rest of the night? I'd like ya to meet someone." he restated and stood up. "Why me?" She 


questioned looking up at him with confusion. 


"Because you seem like a genuinely nice person and my friend is in need of someone like you at the moment. He 
believes himself to be a freak because of an accident he had a couple years back" Joe said turning away from 
her, almost as if he were looking for someone. What kind of an accident did this man have? He can't be that 


bad. 


For some reason Rose felt the need to go with Joe. "Oh okay, yeah sure." Rose replied standing up also, Joe 
grinned in satisfaction. He clapped his hands together and grabbed Rose's hand. He began gently pulling her in 
and out of the crowd as they made their way across the club. 


They stopped in front of a booth, Rose spotted a lovely young fellow sitting in the left side of the booth. He 
was, well he was stunning. He had unruly but still attractive long curly hair, wide almost youthful eyes, and 
even though he wasn't smiling she could tell he had an amazing smile. 


As the man caught sight of Joe he stood and smiled, yep Rose was right, he had an amazing smile. "Ello Rick, 
this is Rose." Joe introduced, pushing Rose forward making her stumble a bit. Rick helped her steady herself 
and then removed his touch, awkwardly rubbing the back of his neck. "Thank you, uh, yeah hi." Rose stuttered 


nervously. Rose had never been in the presence of such a beautiful man before. 


Rick smiled cutely and offered her his right hand, "Ello love, its nice to meet ya. So you want to sit?" He asked 
gesturing to the booth. "Oh uh yeah, thank you." She replied before sliding in the booth. Joe slid in next to her 

and they were across from Rick. As Rick sat down Rose noticed something that made her gasp silently, where 

Rick's left arm should be there was nothing, just an empty sleeve. 


Rose tried not to stare, but her eyes kept wandering. Joe noticed this and gently nudged Rose's side, she 
turned towards him with confusion covering her face. "Stop staring.” He whispered so Rick wouldn't hear. She 
nodded, "Hey I'm gonna go to the loo." Joe stated loudly and got up to leave. After he left Rose turned back to 
Rick, who had been staring at her, she looked down at the table blushing. "Well, tell me bout yourself Rose." 
Rick stated taking a drink from the glass on the table, making Rose lift her head to look at him. 


"W-well I'm currently 11 years old, | live with my friend Rooney, I'm a painter, and uh | guess that's it. What 
about you Rick? Tell me something. " Rose stuttered smiling sheepishly. Rick grinned in response and laughed 
lightly. “Alright l'm 23, | play the drums in a band with that bloke over there." he said gesturing towards Joe, 
who was weaving in and out of the crowd, searching for a restroom. ".and uh | lost my arm about two years 


ago in a car accident” He finished laughing dryly and gesturing to his sleeve. 


Rose had tears in her eyes, Rick was so nice, he didn't deserve for that to have happened to him. She reached 
across the table and grabbed his hand, rubbing her thumb over his knuckles. "I'm terribly sorry that happened 
to you, how did you get the motivation to continue drumming after the accident?" She asked letting go of his 
hand, hesitantly standing up and sitting down on the same side as Rick. 


He shifted uncomfortably and inched away from Rose, not yet warmed up to her. "Well the rest of the guys in 
the band helped and encouraged me to keep trying, which for that | am grateful. But you know some people wil 
just judge you for the hell of it, so it has been tough with finding a relationship and trying to prove to 
everyone else that | can play the drums just as good as the next guy." he admitted and took another drink. 


Rose was starting to become comfortable with Rick, he just has something about him that makes her feel 
calm. Rick on the other hand was still feeling a little skeptical with Rose, he did not want to rush into things 
and have her end up using him for his fame. He's been hurt by too many people who just want his money or 
the status of ‘the one-armed drummer's girlfriend’. 

But Rose knew Rick was special and she wasn't about to let him go. "Hey Rick, why don't we go back to our 
hotel room? | just met this blonde bird and l'm fixing a good lay tonight." Joe asked popping out of nowhere 
with a girl slung around his waist. Rick looked at Rose, "Are you okay with that? You don't have to come if ya 
don't want to." Rick said standing up and running his hand through his wild curls. Rose stood up also, "Sure, 
sounds like fun" She replied reaching for his hand. He grabbed it and they left the booth, Joe smiled and 
clapped his hands together like a five year old. They all headed towards the exit, once outside they began the 
short walk to the hotel. Joe and the girl, who's name Rose learned was Sally, walked ahead. While Rick and Rose 
walked at a slower pace. Rick noticed Rose shiver, "Hey are ya cold, babe?" Rick asked her with a more 
confident tone than the one he had back in the club. "Oh no l'm fine, just wishing | brought a jacket." She replied 
rubbing her hands up and down her arms. Rick smiled before shrugging off his jacket and positioning it on her 


shoulders. She started to take it off, "Oh no you kee-" "lm fine Rose, you'd be better off with it than |” He 
interrupted her while smiling. She nodded and smiled, he was so sweet. "Hurry up slowpokes!!" Joe shouted while 


laughing before turning and entering the hotel with Sally right behind him. 


"What do ya say we go in?" Rick asked gesturing to the door that Joe and Sally went through. "Okay,sure." Rose 
replied heading get towards the door with Rick following close behind, they headed through the lobby and 
entered the elevator. "What floor?" Rose asked staring at the illuminated panel of buttons, she got no answer. 
Instead she felt Rick reach around her and press the four, his hair tickling her cheek in the process. "Thanks." 
Rose squeaked quietly, looking at the floor. Rick noticed her cheeks had become a noticeable red and tried to 
hide his smirk. He had never talked with such a shy person before, the girls he usually encountered would 
scream in his face or throw themselves at him. This was different, and Rick liked it. He was attracted to Rose, 
he knew that much but he wasn't sure if he was ready for a relationship yet."DING!" 

The doors opened and they entered a long and narrow hallway, Rick led her to the left and past about 7 or so 
doors before coming to an abrupt stop, making Rose crash into him from behind. "Oops sorry, | didn't know you 
were that close to me." He apologized, taking a key out of his pocket. He unlocked the door and gestured for 
Rose to open it. 

Rose reached out and twisted the knob, slowly pushing the door open She walked through the dimly lit hallway, 
leaving Rick by the door. The first thing she saw when she entered the room was Joe and Sally making out on 
the couch while intensely groping each other. She quickly covered her mouth to avoid being noticed by laughing, 
she tiptoed back to the door where Rick still was. She laughed again while burying her face in his warm chest, 
"What's so funny?" He asked with an amused smirk across his face. She lifted her head and grabbed his hand, 
dragging him down the hall, she pointed at the leather couch, looking up to see Rick's reaction. He bursted out 
laughing and quickly covered his mouth, grabbing Rose's hand and dragging her down the hall and into a random 
room. After shutting the door they bursted out laughing, trying to catch their breaths. "So, you fancy a 
drink?" Rick asked after catching his breath, walking over to a mini fridge by the window. "Sure." Rose replied 
sitting on the super soft bed, making herself at home. Rick poured two drinks and made his way over to the 
bed to sit next to Rose, handing her the glass. After about ten seconds of awkward silence, Rose cleared her 
throat. "What do ya want to do Rick?" She asked, sitting her drink down on the night stand. Rick sat his drink 


down too, "Um, what ever you wanna do is fine with me." 


